are so bound by convention that nothing original
can come from them. The book, though long,
has no central character. Each figure is linked
to the next by the thread of incident, person
and incident passing on together until, as Lu
Hsiin, the famous modern Chinese writer, has
said, " they are like scraps of brilliant silk and
satin sewed together."

And there is YEA SHOU PEI YIN, or AN OLD
HERMIT TALKS IN THE SUN, written by a famous
man disappointed in official preferment, Shia of
Kiang-yin, and there is that strangest of books,
CHING HUA YUEN, a fantasy of women, whose
ruler was an empress, whose scholars were all
women. It is designed to show that the wisdom
of women is equal to that of men, although I
must acknowledge that the book ends with a
war between men and women in which the
men are triumphant and the empress is sup-
planted by an emperor.

But I can. mention only a small fraction of the
hundreds of novels which delight the common
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